
The 


FoxinftcalthjWolfeio^ ^ . 

E lec not the crccking of ftooes, nor the ruQings of filke* 
y thy poore heart to women, kecpg thy foote- out of bro 
tliell,thy hand out of placket,thy pen, from lenders bopke and 
dcfie the foulc fiend through the hathorne blowes the coldc 

j^inde,hay no on ny^Dplphin rny bpy,my bpy,ceafe let him trot 
by. 

Xe^r.Why thou wert better m thy grauc,thcn to anfwer with 
thy vncoiiered bodythis extremity of the skies ; is man no more 


ones are lophirticatcd, thou art thething itfelfe, ynacc.ptnpda. 
ted tmn is no more but fuch a pppre t*3tfefprked. Animal,a$ thou 
art,off,ofr you leadingSjCome on be true, 

F<w/e.Prlthcc Nunckle be content, this is a haughty night to 
fwim in,now a little fire in a wilde fields werelikc an old lechers 
heart,a fmall fparkc,all the reft in bpdy colde, lopkc here comes 
a walking fire. i . 

• EHt£r.^^TeJl0-. 

^^•Thts is the foule^fiend Strberdegihitf' he.begins atcurfue, 
and walks till the firftcocke,he gins the web, the pi.nqucuer the 
eye,and makes the hart lip,mUde.wes the white wheatC;) & hiirts 
the poore creature of earth,fwithald footed thrice the oldcanel- 
thu night Moore and her ninefold bid her, O light and her troth 
plight and arintthce,with arintthec. 

Kent.Wo'fi fares your Grace ? 

Z.e4r.What’she ? , ' 

F^»»^Whofcthere ? what ift ypuTceke? 

G/o/?. What arc you- there ? ^our names* 

Fi^.Poorc ToT»,i\izt eates the fvvimming frpg, the epade, the 
toadc poldjthe wall-wort, and the watcr,that in the fruitc of his 
hcart.when the fpuie fiend rages, . 

Eates cowdung for fallets/wallow^es the pldrat,andt 

drinkes the grcenc mantle ofthe ftanduigpopie, who is 
whipt from ty thing to tything, and ttpckrpuniiht and imprifo. 
nedjwhp'hath had threefutesto his backe, fixellurts tpbisbp- 

dy,^horfe to ride, and weapon to wcare. 

But 
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rheJJifiory of King tear. 

' PutMkeandRats,and fuch fmall Deere, 

Hath beene Toms food for feuen long yeare. 

Reware mV follower, peace fnulbug,pcace thou fiend, 

G/ffffWhac,hath your Grace no better company? 

||!rhePtiocc ofdarknes isaGcntlcman, modo hec s called, 
*"^^^JourfleIh and bloud is growne fo vildc my Lord, that it 

doth hate what gets it. 

daughters hard commands, though their iniunaion be to barre 
L doorcs,and let this tyranous night take hold ypon 
hiuel ventefd tocomefeeke you out, and bring you where 

both food and fire is ready. 

l,ear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher j 

What is the caufe of thunder? , u ..n. 

RTeBtMv good Lord take his offer,go into the houfe. 

Lear, lie talke a word with this moft learned Theban 5 what 
^^if</<r.How to preuent the fiend,and to kill vermine. 

'"LeVLctmeaskeyouoncwordinpriuate, . 

Kent, Importune him to goe my Lord,his wits begin to vn- 
fctle. ■ . 

GM.Canftthbublamehim? 

His daughters feeke his death. O that good Kent) 

He faidit would bcthus,poorebam(ht man. 

Thou faift the King growes mad,ile rcll thee triend, 

lamalmoft mad my felfe j^Ihad a fopne 
Now out-lawed from my bloud.he fought my me 

But lately jVery late,l lou dhim friend, ^ 

No father his fonne dearer, truth to tell thee. 

The ercefe has craz d my wits. 

Wh« a night’s this > I do befeech your Grace, 

Lear.O cry you mercy noble Philofopher, your company. 
Sd?. Tom s i cold, 

^lofl In fellow thcrejintb th*houelI,keepe thee warmc. 
icdr.Comejlet’s in all. ^ Xw# 
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